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thei&selves, pride in their past achievements, and unbounded
trust in their great leader.
Shortly after eleven a rumour comes down the ranks that
far to the front the Allied advance-guard under Cadogan,sent
forward earlier this morning before sun-up, has managed by
hard marching to steal a march on the enemy and secure a
footing beyond the Scheldt; and that the French themselves
are still in the act of crossing the river, and may, if all haste is
made, be taken at a disadvantage. Instantly, and almost before
the order can be given, the step is quickened all down the long
column ; but as the infantry, with whatever haste they move,
cannot hope to reach the scene of action for some hours yet, let
us precede them and go forward to see what we can see.
As we pass the crest south of the little village of Eename,
with its abbey, we gain our first view of the battle-field.   Below
us meanders the marshy and sluggish Scheldt, with the walled
town of Oudenarde to our left front, and to the right of it the
pontoon bridges thrown by our advance-guard this morning,
and now guarded by infantry.   Beyond the river rises a long
low ridge on which is to be espied the gleam of scarlet and blue,
the glitter of steel and clouds of smoke, all betokening a strong
force hotly engaged.   It is Cadogan's command, which, since
midday, has been in action with the leading troops of the enemy.
From our present position we can gather but little of what
is going on.   Marlborough and Eugene are up on the far ridge,
whither they have ridden to join Cadogan, and where they can
go so can we.   A glance back, as we move forward up the slope
of the ridge, will show us the leading files of the main body
passing the crest above Eename, on the far bank of the river,
and swinging down into the valley to relieve the battalions left
on guard at the pontoons and now mustering to reinforce the
battle-line of the advance-guard.   That battle-line now comes
into view as we reach the crest of the long ridge for which we
have been making ; it seems to consist mainly of mounted men
with here and there a stiifening of solid infantry and a cluster
of guns.   la front of us the ground sinks to a valley and a
sluggish stream, the Norken, which to our right runs through
open rolling meadow land, affording good going for all arms ;
more to the left and nearer its source, however, the country,
enclosed and wooded and diversified with isolated   farms,
hedges and ditches, is passable only by infantry.   Finally, well
to our left rises a broad open plateau known as the Boser Couter,
which commands all the ground on which we stand and the
whole course of the Norken.   Beyond that stream again the
ground rises to a long and well-defined spur, sloping down to
the valley of the Scheldt.   On the lower slopes of this spur are

